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grad cancelling the sea trip and bidding me bring the tugs back by
the same way as they had gone to Archangel, the inland way of the
canals.
The message came by telegraph. There was no explanation for
the change of route, only a curt command to proceed at once. I
was on one of the tugs making our final preparations when it was
handok to me, and Lepinsky was by my side. I handed him the
telegram without comment. My heart had sunk straight to my
boots when I read it. I felt sick with mortification and disappoint-
ment. There was no hope of escape now, at least with the tugs. It
was heartbreaking to have the whole plan ruined at the last moment
like this, when we were within an hour of sailing almost, with steam
up and everything ready, the broad bay inviting us to the open sea,
Lepinsky's reaction was a torrent of foul abuse. He went white as
paper, his jaws trembled, and a foam appeared on his lips when he
spoke.
"What do they know ? What do you think they know ? They
can't do it. We've got to go ! We've got to go, you hear ? Tell them
to set the engines going ! It's my life. It's everything to me !"
His speech tailed off into an Oriental wail and he flopped down
on a hatch, staring fish-eyed at the telegram in his hand. For a
moment I was tempted to cut and run, too. But I knew it was use-
less. The soldiers were waiting on the shore to be brought out to the
tugs and it would have been fatal to have attempted to go off
without them. The Bolsheviks had several motor-boats armed with
machine-guns in the harbour and could easily overtake us, even if
the crews would have obeyed our orders when they discovered that
we were running away. By this time the local Cheka would have had
a copy of the telegram altering the sailing orders. We could do
nothing but submit.
My own position was clear enough. All I had to do was to obey
my new orders with the best grace I could call up. I was not much
afraid that the plot to steal back the tugs had been discovered, since
if it had the Cheka would surely have arrested me at once. I surmised
that some suspicious-minded higher authority had considered it too
dangerous yet to send the confiscated vessels by a route that led
through foreign-controlled waters and that was all.
But Lepinsky's case was different I could not imagine why he
should face a journey back to Petrograd which might take months
and lay through a very unattractive tract of forests and marshes
sparsely inhabited, with the only possible avenue of escape a pro-
longed and dangerous dash into the Finnish waste-lands. It turned
out, however, that he was desperate to be off, the prospect of a
minute's delay sending him into a fever. When I decided after
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